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Hosiner,  Frederick  L. 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"The  prairies  to  the 
mountains  call" 


call, 


i  ABRAHAM 

(Fr< 

The  prairies  to  the  mountains 

The  mountains  to  the  sea' 
From  shore  to  shore  a  nation  keeps 
Her  martyrs  memory.  P 

Though  lowly  born,  the  seal  of  God 

Mas  >n  that  rugged  face: 
St,     from  the  humble  Nazareths  come 
Ihe  saviours  of  the  race. 

patient  heart  and  vision  clear 
He    wrought    through    trying  £L 
Mahce  toward  non     w  J 

T.nswerved  by  blame  or  praise 

And    when    the    morn    of    PearP    k„  - 
through  ace  broj 

The  battle's  cloud  and  din 

^f^T  l0yal  love  hope 

O  Land,  he  died  to  save, 
Bow    down,    renew    to-dav  th, 
Resides  his  martyr  gfavJe!thy  V°WS 
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Abraham  Lincoln 


The  prairies  to  the  mountains  call 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 
The  prairies  to  the  mountains  call, 

The  mountains  to  the  sea; 
From  shore  to  shore  a  nation  keeps 

Her  martyr's  memory. 

Though  lowly  born,  the  seal  of  God 

Was  In  that  rugged  face; 
Still  from  the  humble  Nazareths  come 

The  saviors  of  the  race. 

With  patient  heart  and  vision  clear 
He  wrought  through  trying  days — 

"Malice  toward  none,  with  love  for  all," 
Unswerved  by  blame  or  praise. 

And    when   the   morn   of   Peace  broke 
througli 

The  battle's  cloud  and  din, 
He  hailed  with  joy  the  promised  land 

He  might  not  enter  in. 

i  He  seemed  as  set  by  God  apart, 

The  winepress  trod  alone; 
Now  stands  he  forth  an  uncrowned  king, 
A  people' s  heart  his  throne. 

Land  of  our  loyal  love  and  hope, 

O  Land  he  died  to  save, 
Bow  down,  renew  to-day  thy  vows 

Beside  his  martyr  grave! 

— Frederick  L.  Hosmer. 


"Abraham    Lincoln Yet  Another 

Tribute.— We  "ladly  add  to  our  list  oue 
more  tribute  to  Lincoln,  by  Frederick  L. 
Hosmer,  at  the  request  of  G.  D.: 
The  prairies  to  the  mountains  call. 

The  mountains  to  the  sea: 
From  shore  to  shore  a  nation  keeps 

Her  martyr's  memory. 

Though  lowly  born,  the  seal  ot  God 

Was  in  that  nigged  fare. 
Still  from  the  humble  Nazareths  come 

The  saviors  ot  the  race. 

With  patient  heart  and  vision  clear 
He  wrought  through  trying  days— 

"Malice  toward  none,  with  love  for  all," 
Unswerved  by  blame  or  praise. 

And  when  the  morn  of  Peace  broke  through 

The  battle's  cloud  and  din. 
He  hailed  with  .ioy  the  promised  land.  . 

He  might  not  enter  in.' 

He  seemed  as  set  by  God  apart, 

The  'winepress  trod  alone; 
Now  stand  he  forth  an  uncrowned  kins. 

A  people's  heart  his  throne. 

Land  of  our  loyal  love  and  hope, 

O  LRiid  he  died  to  save, 
Bow  down,  renew  to  day  thy  vows 

Beside  his  martyr  grave! 


Hosmer,  Frederick  L, 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"The  pr^ries  to  the  mountains  call," 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

1809 — FEBRUARY  12 — 1909 

The  prairies  to  the  mountains  call, 

The  mountains  to  the  sea ; 
From  shore  to  shore  a  nation  keeps 

Her  martyr's  memory. 

Though  lowly  born,  the  seal  of  God 

Was  in  that  rugged  face ; 
Still  from  the  humble  Nazareths  come 

The  saviors  of  the  race. 

With  patient  heart  and  vision  clear 
He  wrought  through  trying  days — 

'  'Malice  toward  none,  with  love  for  all," 
Unswerved  by  blame  or  praise. 

And  when  the  morn  of  Peace  broke  through 

The  battle's  cloud  and  din, 
He  hailed  with  joy  the  promised  land, 

He  might  not  enter  in. 

He  seemed  as  set  by  God  apart, 

The  winepress  trod  alone ; 
Now  stands  he  forth  an  uncrowned  king, 

A  people's  heart  his  throne. 

Land  of  our  loyal  love  and  hope,' 

O  Land  he  died  to  save, 
Bow  down,  renew  to-day  thy  vows 
Beside  his  martyr  grave ! 
Tune,  Manoah.  FREDERICK  L.  HOSMER. 
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ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


By  FREDERICK  LUCIAN  HOSMER 


The  prairies  te  the  mountains  call, 

The  mountains  te  the  sea; 
From  shore  to  shore  a  nation  keepa 

Her  martyr's  memory. 

Though  lowly  born,  the  seal  of  God 
Was  in  that  rugged  face; 
■  Still  from  the  humble  Nazareths  come 
The  saviors  of  the  race. 

With  patienfc  heart  and  vision  clear 

He  wrought  through  trying  days— 

"Malice  toward  none,  with  love  for  all," 
Unswerved  by  blame  or  praise. 

Ar(d  when  the  morn  of  peace  broke  througll 

The  battle's  cloud  and  din, 
He  hailed  with  joy  the  promised  land 

He  might  not  enter  In, 

He  seemed  as  set  by  God  apart, 

The  winepress  trod  alone; 
Now  stands  he  forth  an  uncrowned  king, 

A  people's  heart  his  throne. 

Land  of  our  loyal  love  and  hope, 

O  land  he  died  to  save,. 
Bow  down,  renew  today  thy  vows 

Beside  his  martyr  gravel 


Hosmer,  Frederick  L 


ABHAHiM  LINCOLN 


"The  prairies  to  the 
mountains  call," 
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Abraham  Lincoln 


The  prairies  to  the  mountains  call, 

The  mountains  to  the  sea; 
From  shore  to  shore  a  nation  keeps 

Her  martyr's  memory. 

Though  lowly  born,  the  seal  of  God 

Was  in  that  rugged  face; 
Still  from  the  humble  Nazareths  come 

The  Saviors  of  the  race. 

With  patient  heart  and  vision  clear 

He  wrought  through  trying  days — 
"With  malice  toward  none,  with  charity  for  all," 

Unswerved  by  blame  or  praise. 

And  when  the  morn  of  Peace  broke  through 

The  battle's  cloud  and  din, 
He  hailed  with  joy  the  promised  land 

He  might  not  enter  in. 

He  seemed  as  set  by  God  apart, 

The  winepress  trod  alone; 
Now  stands  he  forth  an  uncrowned  king, 

A  people's  heart  his  throne. 

Land  of  our  loyal  love  and  hope, 

0  land  he  died  to  save, 
Bow  down,  renew  today  thy  vows 

Beside  his  martyr  grave! 

—Frederick  L.  Hosmer,  Feb.  12,  1909. 


